270                           SALAMMBO.
scorpions, than the mud or the dust! Just now, as you were speaking, your breath passed over my face, and I delighted in it as a dying man who, prone on his face, drinks at the edge of a stream. Crush mo, that I may feel your feet! Curse me, that L may hear your voice ! Do not go ! Pity me ! I love you ! I love you 1"
He fell upon his knees on the ground before her, and encircled her waist with his arms, his head thrown back and his hands wandering listlessly about her; the gold discs suspended from his earn shone on his bronzed throat ; large tears rolled in his eyes, like silver balls; he sighed in a carcBfling manner, and murmured vague speeches lighter than a breeze, as savoury as a kiss. *
Salammbo was invaded by a softness in which sho lost all consciousness of herself. Something at once from within, and from on high, an order of the Gods, forced her to self-abandonment ; clouds lifted her up, and fainting she fell back on the eotieh in the midst of the lion's skin. Matho seized her in a frantic embrace; her golden chainlet snapped, and tho two ends flew apart, striking against the tent like two leaping vipers. The Zaimph fell and enveloped hor, Seeing Matho's face bending over her, she exclaimed :
"Moloch, thou burnest me'" and the kii-WR of the soldier, more devouring than lire, conrHod over her. She was as if lifted up in a storm, or an eoiwunod by the force of the sun.
He kissed all the fingers of her hands ; her arms, her feet, and the long tresses of her hair from end to end.
"Take the Zaimph," he wild; "how can 1